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INTRODUCTORY. 



The subject-matter of this book is the result of practical 
work with first-year children. It is supposed that by the 
last half of the year the children will have acquired suffi- 
cient knowledge of phonics to be able to pronounce, inde- 
pendently of the teacher's aid, most of the words used here. 

It is suggested that the reading be preceded by the story- 
telling, which is so vital a part of the primary teacher's 
work. The use of the story as a basis for the language and 
drawing lessons enables the child to clothe the simple ex- 
pression of the reading lesson with much of the true grace 
and beauty of the poem. 

Above and beyond all else, endeavor has been made to 
retain **The spirit which giveth life." 

As Horace Scudder has so well said : '* We have left out 
of account that very large element of wonder which in- 
heres in the young child's nature, and we have been too 
neglectful of that pure sentiment to which the child is quick 
to respond. We must have a literature which shall not 
leave the child just where it was before it had conned it, 
but shall have given wings to its fancy and imagination, 
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and suffered it to take flight beyond the little confines of its 
sight and hearing." 

Thanks are due to the following publishers for courtesy 
extended in permitting the use of extracts from their 
publications : 

To Houghton, Mifflin & Co. for "The Birds of Killing- 
worth," "The Bell of A tri," "Emperor's Bird's-Nest," 
"Rhoecus," "Sir Launfal" "Little Red Riding Hood," 
"Piccola," "The Sparrows." 

To Little, Brown & Co. and Miss Coolidge for " How the 
Leaves Came Down." 

And also to our Superintendent, who, by his friendly 
counsel and sympathetic aid, has done so much to help and 
encourage 

The Author. 

New Haven, Conn. 
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STORY OF PIPPA. 

Pippa was a little girl. 
She lived in Italy. 
She worked in a mill. 
It was a silk-mill. 
Pippa wound the silk on 

spools. 
She had one day for herself. 
She might go where she hked. 
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This is what she said : 

"Sweet day, I have only you in all the 

year. 
Come to me bright. 
Come to me sunny. 
Make me happy. 
I will try to make some one happy." 



The day came bright and sunny. 

Pippa was glad. 

She ran out doors. 

She went into the country. 

She sang as she went. 

It was a happy song. 

It was a sweet song. 

Some children were quarreling. 

They heard Pippa sing. 
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They stopped quarreling. 

Some men were building a house. 

One man wanted to make a large house. 

He wanted to make a beautiful house. 

They let him make the stairs. 
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The stairs were not beautiful. 

He did not like to make them. 

He heard Pippa sing. 

This is what she sang : 

" Never mind what your work is. 

Do your best. 

God wants you to do your best." 

So the man tried to do his best. 

He tried to make good stairs. . 

He tried to make strong stairs. 

Then he was happy. 



Pippa went by another house. 

A man lived in it. 

The man was tired and cross. 

He had work to do. 

But he did not do it. 
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He heard Pippa sing. 

This is what he heard : 

" God is in His heaven. 

All is right with the world." 

The man got on his horse. 

He rode away and did his work. 

Then he was happy. 



At night Pippa went home. 

She said: "Sweet day, you made me 

happy. 
You made me glad. 
I did not make any one happy. 
I did not help any one. 
I did not see any one to help." 
But the day knew what Pippa had done. 
Pippa went back to the mill. 
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She wound the silk on spools. 

But she sang the same song. 

This is the song : 

" The year's at the spring, 

The day's at the morn, 

Morning's at seven. 

The hillside's dew-pearled. 

The lark's on the wing. 

The snail's on the thorn, 

God's in His Heaven, 

All's right with the world." 



RHOECUS 
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RHOECUS. 




This is a fairy story. 
Did you ever see a fairy ? 
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Rhoecus saw one. 

He was in the woods one day. 

He saw an old oak-tree. 

It was a beautiful tree. 

The leaves were very green. 

But the tree was just ready to fall. 

" You shall not fall," said Ehoecus ; 

" I will help you, poor old tree." 

Rhoecus put a strong log against the tree. 

Then he heard some one say, " Rhoecus." 

He looked all around. 

He saw no one. 

Again he heard some one say, "Rhoecus." 

He looked up into the tree. 

What do you think he saw? 

Yes, it was a fairy. 

How beautiful she was ! 
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" I am the fairy of this tree," said she. 

" I live as long as the tree lives. 

I die when the tree dies. 

The rain and sunshine are my friends. 

I love the rain and sunshine. 

I love my tree. 

You helped my tree to live. 

I will give you anything you like." 

Rhoecus looked at the beautiful fairy. 

"Will you be my friend?" said he. 

" I would like you for my friend." 

"Yes, I will be your friend. 

Come to me before the sun sets. 

I will tell you many strange stories. 

I will show you many beautiful things. 

Come to me before the sun sets. 

Do not forget." 
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" I will not forget," said Rhoecus. 
Then he could not see the fairy. 
In a minute she was gone. 

Ehoecus went on through the woods. 

How happy he was^ 

The sky was so blue. 

The sunshine was so bright. 

Soon he met some boys. 

They were playing a game. 

" Come^ play with us, Rhoecus," said they. 

" I will," said he. 

They played for a long time. 

It was late. 

A little bee came flying through the air. 

He seemed to bring a message. 

Rhoecus was too busy to listen. 
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He flew around Rhoecus' head. 

Rhoecus tried to hit the bee. 

Three times he flew around Rhoecus. 

Three times Rhoecus hit him. 

The last time he hurt him. 

The poor little bee flew away. 

He flew to the woods. 

Rhoecus watched him go. 

He saw the sun. 

It was just setting. 

Then Rhoecus thought of the fairy. 
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" She told me to come before sunset. 

I must hurry. 

I must run. 

I must get there before the sun sets." 

The sun went down behind the hill. 

Rhoecus ran on and on. 

It was almost dark when he came to the 

oak-tree. 
He looked all around. 
He saw no one. 
Soon he heard the fairy. 
" Oh Ehoecus, why did you not come ? 

said she. 
" You said that you would come. 
I would have been your friend. 
I would have made you so happy. 
I sent the little bee to call you. 
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RHOECUS. 
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You hurt the little bee. 

You were not kind to him. 

Only gentle eyes can see the fairies. 

I am here, but you cannot see me. 

Good bye, Khoecus." 

Rhoecus felt verj^ badly. 

I will never hurt a bee or bird again," 
said he. 

I will try to be gentle." 
Do you think that he ever saw the fairy 
again ? 



(( 



i( 




20 STORIES FROM THE POETS. 



RHOECUS. 

A yellow bee buzzed about his ear 
As if to light. And Rhoecus laughed 
And brushed him off with rough, impatient hand. 
But still the bee came back, and thrice again 
Rhoecus did beat him off with growing wrath. 
Then through the window flew the wounded bee, 
And Rhoecus, tracking him with angry eyes, 
Saw the sharp mountain-peak of Thessaly 
Against the red disk of the setting sun. 
Without a word he turned, and rushing forth 
Ran madly through the city and the gate. 

Then sighed the voice, '* Rhoecus ! nevermore 
Shalt thou behold me or by day or night. 
Thou didst scorn my humble messenger. 
And send'st him back to me with bruised wings. 
We spirits only show to gentle eyes. 
Farewell ! for thou canst never see me more." 

— Lowell, 
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PICCOLA. 

Piccola lived in France. 

She was very poor. 

Her papa worked hard. 

Her mamma worked hard, too. 

They had very little money. 

Piccola did not have any toys. 

But she was a happy little girl. 

" Christmas is coming," said she, 

"Then I shall have something to play 

with. 
St. Nicholas will not forget me." 
Christmas Eve came. 
What do you do oh Christmas EveV 
Piccola did not hang up her stocking. 
She put her shoe near the chimney. 
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The shoe was made of wood. 

All the poor people have wooden shoes. 



Soon it was morning. 

Piccola ran to her shoe. 

Guess what was in it. 

A dear little bird. 

It had flown in at the window. 

It was cold. 

Piccola's shoe was warm. 
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It crept into the warm shoe. 
Piccola was very happy. 
She fed the little bird. 
It was not afraid of her. 
She loved her birdie very much. 
"I knew St. Nicholas would come. 
I knew he would bring me a gift," said 
Piccola. 
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THE LITTLE BROOK. 




Drth Wind lived on a mountain, 
was a cold mountain, 
lere was snow on it all winter, 
lere was snow on it all summer, 
lere was snow on it all the time. 
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North Wind had a cave in the mountain. 

The walls were of ice. 

North Wind lived in it. 

One day he came out of his cave. 

He flew down the mountain side. 

Some people were out walking. 

North Wind saw them. 

" I will have some fun," said he. 

He tried to blow their coats away. 

He tried to blow their hats away. 

He made them shiver. 
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THE LITTLE BROOK 2? 

" Now I will go to the tree," said he. 

" Perhaps I will blow the tree over. 

How will the tree like that ? " • 

But the tree was very strong. 

The wind made it shiver. 

The wind made it shake. 

But he could not blow it over. 

" Oooo," said the wind. 

" I will go and see what the Little Brook 

is doing. 
I will make him shiver, too." 
The Little Brook heard what North Wind 

said. 
" I will make a house," said Little Brook. 
" I will make it to-night. 
My roof shall be of ice. 
I will make pictures on the ice." 
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He made pictures of fern and grasses. 

He made pictures of birds and flowers. 

Jack Frost helped him. 

Jack Frost likes to make pictures. 

In one place he made no pictures. 

He left it smooth and clear. 

That was his window. 

The sun could shine through it. 

The stars could shine through it. 

The stars gave him light. 

There were icicles in his house. 

Little Brook played that they were trees. 

There were some grasses in it, too. 

Drops of water were frozen on the 

grasses. 
How they did sparkle ! 
They were the Little Brook's lamps. 



THE LITTLE BROOK 



29 



Soon morning came. 
" Oooo," said the wind. 
" Where are you, Little Brook ? 
I want to make you shiver." 
The Little Brook was safe in his house. 
North Wind could not find him. 
Little Brook stayed in his house all win- 
ter. 
He did not care for North Wind. 
See if you can find his house this winter. 
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THE LITTLE BROOK. 

The little brook heard it, and built a roof 
'Neath which he could house him, winter-proof ; 
All night by the white stars' frosty gleams 
He groined his arches and matched his beams ; 
Slender and clear were his crystal spars 
As the lashes of light that trim the stars. 
Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew 
But silvery mosses that downward grew ; 
Sometimes it was simply smooth and clear 
For the gladness of heaven to shine through, 
And here he had caught the nodding bulrush-tops 
And hung them thickly with diamond drops. 

— The Vision of Sir Launfal (Lowell). 
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THE POPLAK TREE. 



" Oh, what a beautiful rainbow ! 
One end is in my papa's woods. 
I will go and find the pot of gold." 
The Uttle boy ran off 

to the woods. 
He went a long way. 
It grew very dark. 
Still he ran on and on. 
At last he found the 

pot of gold. 
How glad he was. 
But the gold was very heavy. 
The boy was a long way from home. 
"What shaU I do? " said he. 
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" I cannot carry this heavy gold. 
I will hang it on this tree. 
Then I will go and tell my papa. 

In the morning he will 
come and get it for 
me." 
He hung the gold on a 

poplar-tree. 
The poplar branches 
were like the pine 
branches. 
They grew straight out. 
The tree was asleep. 
It did not know what the boy had done. 
No one could see the gold. 
The leaves hid it. 
Iris took care of the rainbow. 
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^he had hung a pot of gold on each end 

of it. 
That was to hold the rainbow down. 
The wind might not blow it away. 
In the morning she saw that one pot 

was gone. 
She asked Mercury to find it for her. 
Mercury went to the woods. 
" Wake up ! " he said to the trees. 
" Have you seen the pot of gold ? 
Wake up and tell me." 
The trees were very sleepy. 
"No, we have not seen the gold," said 

they. 
Mercury wanted to be sure. 
" Hold up your arms ! " said he. 
" Then I shall know you are awake." 




THE FLYING MERCURY. 
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All the trees held up their arms. 

There was the pot of gold, hanging from 

the poplar-tree. 
The tree felt very badly. 
" I did not know it was there. 
I would not steal the rainbow gold. 
After this I will always hold up my arms. 
Nothing shall be hid among my leaves 

again." 
The other trees laughed at him. 
"You look like a closed umbrella," said 

they. 
The poplar tree did not care. 
He has held his arms up ever since. 
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LITTLE EED RIDING HOOD. 




How cold it was! 

The wind sang in the pine trees. 
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The snow was very deep. 

A little girl stood at the window. 

She saw some birds. 

The birds were looking for seeds. 

The snow had covered all the seeds. 

It had covered the nuts. 

A squirrel was sitting on the snow. 

He could not find any nuts. 

He was hungry. 

This is what the little girl said : 

" The squirrel lifts his little legs, 

Because he has no hands, and begs. 

He is asking for my nuts, I know. 

May I not feed them on the snow ? " 

"Yes, dear, you may feed them," said 

her mamma. 
The little girl put on her boots. 
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She put on her red coat. 
Her hood was red, too. 
She went out to feed the birds. 
The wind tried to blow her away. 
She did not care for the wind. 
She dropped nuts and corn on the snow. 
" Come squirrel, come birds. 
Don't be afraid. We are all good. 
I am mamma's Red Riding Hood." 
The birds were glad to have the corn. 
The squirrel took his nuts to the tree. 
Dear Little Red Riding Hood, I am glad 
you fed the birds and squirrels. 
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RED RIDING HOOD. 

On the wide lawn the snow lay deep, 

Ridged o'er with many a drifted heap. 

We saw the sombre crow flap by, 

The hawk's gray fleck along the sky, 

The crested blue-jay, flitting swift. 

The squirrel poising on the drift. 

Erect, alert, his broad gray tail 

Set to the north wind like a sail. 

It came to pass, our little lass, 

With flattened face against the glass. 

Stood gazing through the narrow space her rosy lips 

Had melted from the frost's eclipse. 

'* Oh, see," she cried, '' the poor blue-jays ! 

What is it that the black crow says ? 

The squirrel lifts his little legs 

Because he has no hands, and begs. 

He's asking for my nuts, I know. 

May I not feed them on the snow ? " 

— Whittier. 
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THE STORY OF THE RATS. 
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The rats bit the babies. 

The rats killed the cats. 

They ate the cheesQ. 

They made nests in people's hats. 

There were rats in the houses and rats 

in the barns. 
There were rats everyr^^here. 
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" What shall we do? " said the people. 

" The rats will eat everything." 

Just then a strange man came along. 

He wore such a funny coat. 

Half of it was yellow. 

Half of it was red. 

He had a flute. 

"I can take all the rats away," said the 

strange man. 
" Will you give me a great deal of money 

ifl willdoit?" 

" Oh, yes, we will give you a great deal 

of money," said the people. 
" We shall be glad to give it to you. 
Do take the rats away." 
The man blew his flute. 
The rats came running out of the houses. 



42 STORIES PROM THE POETS. 

They came out of the barns. 
They came out of their holes. 
There were big rats and little rats. 
There were father and mother rats. 
There were brothers and sisters. 
You never saw so many. 
They all ran after the man. 
He kept on playing his flute. 
Soon he came to the river. 
The rats were with him. 
All the rats jumped into the river. 
That was the end of them. 
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How glad the people were ! 
How happy they were ! 
They rang the bells. 
They laughed and sang. 
"Now give me a great deal of money," 
said the man. 




THE PIED PIPER. 
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But the people would not give it to him. 

They gave him only a little bit. 

What mean people they were ! 

The man was angry. 

He began to play his flute again. 

Out came the children running. 

All the little boys and girls ran after the 

man. 
The people could not stop them. 
The man went up the mountain side. 
The children went with him. 
A door was opened in the mountain side. 
They all ran in. 
Then the door was shut. 
It never opened again. 
Where do you think the children went? 
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THE WIND AND THE MOON. 




" I will blow you out," said the wind to 

the moon. 
"You are always looking at me. 
You look to see what I am doing. 
I hate to be watched. 
I will blow you out." 
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The wind blew hard. 

Out went the moon. 

The wind was glad. 

He lay down to sleep. Soon he awoke. 

There was the bright moon again. 

She was looking right at him. 

Said the wind, " I will blow you out 

again." 
He blew and he blew. 
The moon grew very thin. 
" I will blow again. 
I will blow very hard. 
I will blow you right out of the sky." 
He blew very hard. The moon was gone. 
" Now I will have some fun. 
I will blow trees down. 
I will blow chimneys down." 
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The moon shall not see what I do." 
So away he flew. Soon he looked up. 
" What's that ? " said he. 
It was the moon looking at him. 
The wind was very angry. 
He danced and blew. 
He blew as hard as he could. 
The moon did not go away. 
She kept on shining. 
" How strong I am ! " said the wind. 
" First I blew the moon out of the sky. 
Then I blew her back again. 
The moon did not know what he said. 
She was too far away. 
She did not hear him blow. 
She did not know that there was any 
wind. She made the night beautiful. 
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THE WIND AND THE MOON. 

Said the Wind to the Moon, *' I will blow you out! '' 

You stare in the air 

Like a ghost in a chair, 

Always looking what I am about, 

I hate to be watched ; I will blow you out. 

The Wind blew hard, and out went the Moon, 

So deep on a heap 

Of dreamless sleep 

Down lay the Wind and slumbered soon, 

Muttering low, '* IVe done for that moon." 

But the Moon she knew nothing about the affair, 

For high in the sky 

With her one ghost eye 

Motionless, miles above the air, 

She had never heard the great Wind blare. 

— Geo. Macdonald. 
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HIAWATHA. 




Hiawatha was a little Indian boy. 

He had no mother. 

His grandmother took care of him. 

Her name was Nokomis. 

They lived in a wigwam. 

The wigwam was made of poles and skins. 

The bed was made of skins, too. 

How did the Indians get the skins? 
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Hiawatha's home was in the deep woods. 

There were many pine trees. 

Hiawatha loved the pine trees. 

He loved the water, too. 

He lived near the water. 

He called it the Big Sea Water. 



HIAWATHA S CRADLE. 

Nokomis made a little cradle for Hiawatha. 
It was made of wood and skins. 

She put moss in it, jf <sS^ 

too. 
The moss made it soft. 
Nokomis put Hiawatha 

into his cradle. 
She tied him into it. 
He did not cry. 
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She liung the cradle on a tree. 
The winds would rock him. 
The birds would sing to him. 
The squirrels would talk to him. 
How do you like Hiawatha's cradle ? 
Would your baby brother like it ? 



WHAT HIAWATHA SAW. 

Hiawatha was sitting at the door of the 

wigwam. 
He saw the stars come out in the sky. 
Soon he saw some other stars. 
They were not in the sky. 
They were flying over the grass. 
He sang a little song to them. 
This is the song that he sang : 
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" Wah-wah-tay-see, little fire-fly, 
Little dancing white fire creature ; 
Light me with your little candle, 
Ere upon my bed I lay me. 
Ere in sleep I close my eyelids." 
Hiawatha saw the moon rise from the 

water. 
There were black spots on it. 
"What is that, Nokomis," said he. 
What did she tell him ? 
Did you ever see a grandmother in the 

moon? 



Hiawatha's friends. 



Hiawatha knew all the birds. 
They were not afraid of him. 
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He knew where tliey made their nests. 
He knew when the baby birds came out. 
He loved all the birds. 
He would talk to them. 
He called the birds "Hiawatha's Chick- 
ens." 

Hiawatha knew all about the beasts. 

He knew where the squirrels hid their 
acorns. 

Do you know that ? 

Tail -in -air was what he 
called the squirrels. 

He had names for the rab- 
bits and the reindeer. 

He would talk to all the beasts. 

He called them " Hiawatha's Brothers." 




66 



STORIES FROM THE POETS. 




Hiawatha's hunting. 
Hiawatha had a friend. 
His name was lagoo. 
lagoo made a bow for Hia- 
watha. 
It was made of wood. 
The string was of deerskin. 
lagoo made arrows for him. 
Tlie arrow-heads were of stone. 
They were very sharp. 

Go into the deep woods," 

said lagoo. 
" Go and shoot a reindeer." 
Hiawatha went into the 
forest. 
The birds saw his bow and ar- 
row. 
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" Do not shoot us, Hiawatha," said they. 

The squirrels saw him, too. 

" Do not shoot us, Hiawatha," said they. 

And the little rabbits said, 

"Do not shoot us, Hiawatha." 

Hiawatha did not hear them. 

He did not see them. 

He was looking for a 

deer. 
Hiawatha hid behind 

some trees. 
Soon a deer came down the pathway. 
Hiawatha shot the deer. 
Nokomis made a feast with it. 
All the people came to the feast. 
They called Hiawatha Strong Heart. 
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HIAWATHA S CANOE. 

Hiawatha wanted a canoe. 
He must make it for himself. 

First he went to 

a birch tree. 
"Give me of 
your bark, 
Birch Tree!" 
said Hiawa- 
tha. 

No, you cannot 
have my bark. 
It is my cloak. 
I need it to keep me warm," said the 

Birch Tree. 
" The Summer time is coming, 
And the Sun is warm in heaven. 
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You do not need a cloak," said Hiawatha. 
At last the Birch Tree gave him her cloak. 
Hiawatha went to a cedar tree. 
"Give me of your 

boughs, O Cedar. 
I want to make my 

canoe strong." 
The Tree said, 

' ' Take my boughs, 

O Hiawatha." 
All the trees helped 

Hiawatha. Soon the canoe was done. 
Hiawatha had no oars. He did not need any. 
The canoe was like a fairy-boat. 
"It floated on the water 
Like a yellow leaf in Autumn, 
Like a yellow water-lily." 




60 STOBIES FROM THE POETS. 



EUTH ENDICOTT'S BEADS. 




" Sit still Euth," said her mamma. 

But Euth did not sit still. 

She was too tired. 

She had been at church a long time. 

She wished the man would stop talking. 

She wished he would let her go home. 

It was Thanksgiving Day. 

He did not stop. 

He turned the hour-glass over. 
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« Oh dear!" said Ruth. 

" He is going to talk another. 

It took an hour for the sand to run out 

of the glass. 
The Pilgrims had no clocks. 
" Do sit still ! " said her grandma. 
But Ruth could not. 
She made a great deal of noise. 
The man looked at her. 
Another man shook his head at her. 
Her mamma was sorry to have Ruth so 

naughty. 
The man turned the hour-glass three 

times. 
At last he stopped talking. Ruth was glad. 
She was hungry for the Thanksgiving 

dinner. 
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After dinner Euth's papa called her. 

He took her in his lap. 

" You were a naughty girl," said he. 

" You made a noise at church. 

You did not sit still." 

Then he looked at her. 

She was fast asleep in his lap. 

She had not heard what he had said. 

By and by Ruth awoke. 

Her papa had a string of beads. 

They were beautiful gold beads. 

There were flowers on them. 

" You see these gold beads," said he. 

" I will give them to you if you will be 

good in church. 
You must sit very still and make no noise. 
Then you shall have the beads." 
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"Oh, what beautiful beads! " said Ruth. 
" I will be very good. 
I will be as still as a mouse." 
She kept her promise and was good. 
Ruth grew to be a woman. 
She had little girls of her own. 
She used to tell them the story of the 
gold beads. 



THE BIRDS. 
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THE BIRDS. 




All the winter the birds were far away. 

Now they have come again. 

Are you glad to see them? 

At one time some people were not glad 

to see them. 
The people were farmers, 
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"The birds eat up our corn," said they. 
" They eat our wheat.* 
They eat our seeds and our cherries. 
We will drive away all the birds. 
Not one bird shall stay here." 
One man loved the birds. 
" The birds do not eat many seeds," said he. 
"It is the bugs and worms that eat them. 
Birds eat the bugs and worms. 
The birds help you. They are your friends. 
Think how pretty they are ! 
Think how sweetly they sing ! 
You may hear them every morning. 
' It is always morning somewhere, 
And from shore to shore. 
Somewhere the birds are singing ever- 
more.'" 
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We must be kind to the birds. 

If you are not kind, your children will 

not be gentle. 
God made the birds. 
He loves them. We must love them too." 




The people did not mind the kind man. 
They drove all the birds away. 
There were no robins or blue-birds left. 
All the birds were gone. 
But there were many bugs. 
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There were many caterpillars and worms. 

The bugs ate the plants. 

The worms ate the leaves of the apple 

trees. 
They ate the leaves of all the trees. 
They got on the people. 
The people were sorry that they had sent 

the birds awav. 

t/ 

They wished the birds wei*e back again. 
But wishing would not bring them back. 
Tliis is what they did when Spring came. 
They put a great many cages into a wagon. 
Then they drove far away to find some 

birds. 
Soon the cages were filled with birds. 
The wagon was covered with branches. 
The cages were hung on the branches. 



THE BIRDS. 



The leaves made it shady and cool for 

the birds. 
The birds sang all the way. 
When they got back, the cages were 

opened. 
Out flew the birds. 
They made nests in the trees. 
The people were then glad to see them. 
They were kind to them. 
They knew the birds were their friends. 
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THE BIRDS OF KILLINGWORTH. 

The robin and the bluebird, piping loud, 

Filled all the blossoming orchards with their glee ; 

The sparrows chirped as if they still were proud 
Their race in Holy Writ should mentioned be. 

You slay them all ! and wherefore ? for the gain 
Of a scant handful, more or less, of wheat. 

Or rye, or barley, or some other grain. 

Scratched up at random by industrious feet, 

Searching for worm or weevil after rain. 

Do you ne'er think what wondrous beings these ? 
Do you ne'er think who made them, and who taught 

The dialect they speak ? 
Whose household words are songs in many keys. 

Whose habitations in the tree-tops even 
Are half-way houses on the road to hea^^en ! 

Remember, too, 

'Tis always morning somewhere, and above 
The awakening continents, from shore to shore. 
Somewhere the birds are singing evermore. 

— Longfellow. 
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EGYPT. 

Egypt is a country far away. 

It never rains in Egypt. 

The Sun shines every day. 

There is a large river in Egypt. 

It is the river Nile. 

In the Spring the river is full. 

The snow on the mountains melts. 

The water runs into the river. 

That makes it very full. 

It runs over the land. 

The water covers the ground on both 

sides of the river. 
It makes the ground wet. 
Then the people are glad. 
They plant seeds in the wet ground. 
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They know that the wheat 

and rice will grow. 
They know that the pretty 
/^^ gieoii reeds will grow. 
The reeds grow by the river. 
They are tall and straight. 
The people make baskets 
out of reeds. 
They make roofs of 

houses. 
They make mats. 
The lotos grows in 
the river Nile. 
The lotos is a beautiful lily. 
The people of Egypt love the lotos. 
When they see it, they know that the 
rice and wheat will grow soon. 
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They make pictures and borders of the 

lotos. 
They make lotos borders on then* vases. 
They make lotos borders on then* houses. 
They thought that the Sun slept in the 

lotos. 
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THE LITTLE EGYPTIAN BOY. 

Once there was a little baby boy. 

His mamma loved him very much. 

A bad man wanted to hurt him. 

The mamma did not know what to do. 

" I must hide my baby," she said. 

"Where shall I hide him?" 

She lived near the river Nile. 

The reeds were growing by the river. 

They were tall and green. 

"I will hide my baby among the reeds," 

said the mamma. 
She made a basket of the strong, green 

reeds. 
She made it the way we make mats. 
Then the baby was put into the basket. 
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The mamma hid it among the tall reeds. 
She told the baby's sister to stand far 
away. 
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"You may watch," said she, 
"Watch and see if any one comes." 
' Soon a kind lady came along. 
She saw the little baby among the reeds. 
"You dear little baby ! " said she, 
" How did you get here ? 
I will take you home with me." 
Then the little sister came near. 
" I have found a little baby," said the lady. 
" Do you know any one who would help 

take care of him ? " 
The little girl ran and got her mamma. 
She did not tell the lady it was her mamma. 
The mamma went home with the lady. 
She took care of her own dear baby. 
The bad man did not find him. 
Do you know the baby's name ? 
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A DAY IN JUNE. 

And what is so rare as a day in June ? 
Then, if ever, come perfect days. 

H» ^ V ^ 

The flush of life may well be seen 

Thrilling back over hills and valleys ; 

The cowslip startles in meadows green, 

The buttercup catches the Sun in its chalice, 

And there's never a leaf nor a blade too mean 

To be some happy creature's palace ; 

The little bird sits at his door in the Sun, 

A tilt like a blossom among the leaves. 

And lets his illumined being o'er run 

With the deluge of Summer it receives ; 

His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings. 

And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and sings ; 

He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest, — 

In the nice ear of Nature, which song is the bc^t? 
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We sit in the warm shade and feel right well 

How the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell ; 

We may shut our eyes, but we cannot help knowing 

That skies are clear and grass is growing ; 

The breeze comes whispering in our ear 

That dandelions are blossoming near, 

That maize has sprouted, that streams are flowing, 

That the river is bluer than the sky, 

That the robin is plastering his house hard by ; 

And if the breeze kept the good news back, 

For other couriers we should not lack ; 

We could guess it all by yon heifer's lowing. 

— The Vision of Sir Launfal (Lowell), 
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PERSEPHONE. 

" I am going away. 

'. I cannot take you 
with me. 
You may play with 
the water fairies. 
I will come back 
soon. 
Do not go to the woods while I am 

away. 
Stay with the water fairies." 
"Yes, Mamma," said Persephone. 
Away she ran as fast as she could. 
Persephone loved the water fairies. 
She liked to play with them. 
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They gave her sea-weeds. 

They gave her pretty stones. 

"I wish to give you something," said 

Persephone. 
" I will give you some flowers." 
Away she ran to the woods. 
She forgot what her mamma had said. 
She found pretty flowers in the woods. 
She picked them for the water fairies. 
Soon Persephone heard a noise. 
She saw a large hole in the ground. 
Four black horses canie out of it. 
A man was driving them. 
He took Persephone away with him. 
He went down into the ground. 
Persephone cried and cried. 
By and by her mamma came back. 
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She could not find Persephone. 
"Where is my little girl?" said she. 
No one could tell where she was. 
Persephone's mamma took care of the 

flowers. 
She took care of the grass. 
She helped the corn and wheat to grow. 
" I will not let anything grow," said she. 
" Nothing shall grow till I find my httle 

girl." 
The grass turned brown. 
The flowers did not grow. 
The corn did not grow. 
One day she met Mercury. 
" Have you seen my little girl? " said she. 
" I saw Pluto take her away," said he. 
" Pluto took her to his home. 
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His home is down in the ground." 
" Go and tell him to send her back. 
Tell him nothing can grow till she comes 

back. 
I want my little girl so badly." 



Mercury went to Pluto. 

"You must let Persephone go home to 

her mamma. 
Nothing will grow till you let her go." 
Pluto did not wish to let her go. 
" She is a nice little girl," said he ; 
"I like to have her with me." 
" Do let her go," said Mercury. 
Pluto gave Persephone an orange. 
Persephone swallowed six seeds. 
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"I am glad that you swallowed the seeds," 

said Pluto. 
"You must stay with me six months. 
You must stay one month for each seed. 
You may go to your mamma now. 
You may stay six months with her. 
Then you must come and be with me for 

six months." 



The flowers began to grow. 

The grass turned green. 

The trees put on their pretty green 

dresses. 
"What are you doing? 
I told you not to grow till Persephone 

came back," said the mamma. 
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Then she looked up. 

There stood Persephone. 

How glad her mamma was to see her ! 

Soon the six months were gone. 

Persephone went back to Pluto. 

Her mamma was sorry. 

She spread a white blanket over every- 
thing. 

It was a snow blanket. 

She takes off the blanket when Per- 
sephone comes. 

Everything grows. 

We say, " Spring has come." 
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THE EMPEEOR'S BIRD'S-NEST. 




There was a war in Spain. 
The soldiers lived in tents. 
The Emperor lived in a tent, too. 
The Emperor had a large tent. 
The soldiers had small tents. 
It rained many days. 
The soldiers were wet. 
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They were tired and cross. 

One day they were pleased. 

What do you think pleased them? 

They saw a little bird's-nest. 

It was on the Emperor's tent. 

The tent was so large. 

The nest was so small. 

Tlie soldiers laughed when they saw it. 



It was a pretty nest. - 
It was made of clay. 
There were horsehairs in it, too. 
Where did the swallow find the horse- 
hairs? 
The Emperor liked the nest. 
He liked the swallow. 
This is what he said to the soldiers : 
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" Do not hurt the little bird. 

Do not harm the nest. 

The swallow has come to visit me." 

She sat still on her nest. 

The guns made a noise. 

The cannon made a noise. 

But the swallow was not afraid. 

There were some eggs in the nest. 

She kept them warm. 



By and by the war was ended. 
The soldiers went away. 
They took their tents with them. 
They did not take the Emperor's tent. 
He said, "Leave it standing!" 
Why did he say that ? 
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So the tent stood there all alone. 
The cannon balls had made holes in it. 
The winds had torn it. 
But the swallow did not care. 
Soon there were some baby birds. 
They sat on the top of the tent. 
They sang happy little songs. 
The mamma bird was happy, too. 
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THE EMPEROR^S BIRD^S-NEST. 

Perched upon the Emperor's tent, 

In her nest, they spied a swallow. 

'' Let no hand the bird molest," 

Said he solemnly, ' ' nor hunt her ! '' 

Adding then, by way of jest, 

'* Golondrina is my guest, 

Tis the wife of some deserter ! " 

So unharmed and unafraid 

Sat the swallow still and brooded, 

Till the constant cannonade 

Through the walls a breach had made, 

And the siege was then concluded. 

Then the army, elsewhere bent. 

Struck its tents as if disbanding, 

Only not the Emperor's tent. 

For he ordered, ere he went. 

Very curtly, '' Leave it standing ! " 

So it stood there all alone, 

Till the brood was fledged and flown. 

Singing o'er those walls of stone 

Which the cannon balls had shattered. 

— Longfellow. 
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THE BELL OF ATRI. 

King John was a good man. 
He wanted to help peo- 
ple. 
This is what he said to 

them : 
"I will have a bell hung 

up. 
A rope shall be tied to 

the bell. 
If you are in trouble, 

ring the bell. 
I shall hear the bell. 
I shall know you are in 

trouble. 
I will come and help 

you." 
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The people were glad to have the bell. 
When they wei-e in trouble they would 

ring the bell. 
King John always came to help them. 
At last they wore out the end of the 

rope. 
That made it too short. 
They could not reach it. 
So a branch was tied to the end of the 

rope. 
Pretty green leaves were on the branch. 
It looked as if the rope had green leaves 

on it. 



One man loved money very much. 
He sold his dogs so as to get money. 
He sold his land and his horses. 
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He kept one horse. 

It was his best horse. 

It had worked hard for the man. 

But the man did not care for the 

horse. 
He did not like to feed it. 
So he drove the horse into the street. 
" You can eat the grass," said he. 
"I will not buy food for you. 
Go into the street and get your food." 
The poor horse went into the street. 
It was very hot. 
There was no shade. 
The grass was dry and brown. 
The poor old horse did not find much to 

eat. 
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The bell began to ring. 

King John heard it. 

It seemed to say — 

"Some one has done wrong." 

He went to see who rang the bell. 

It was the old horse. 

He had seen the green leaves on the rope. 

He was trying to eat them. 

That made the bell ring. 

King John looked at the poor old horse. 

He was sorry for him. 

" I will help this horse," said he. 

He told the man to take him home. 

" Give him a good home," said King John 

" Give him food, too. 

He has been a good horse. 

He has worked hard for you. 
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Now he is old, you must take care of 

him." 
The man took the horse home. 
He was kind to him. 
" I am glad I put the bell there," said 

King John. 
" I am glad the horse rang the bell," 
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THE BELL OF ATRL 

The King 
Had a great bell hung in the market-place 
Beneath a roof, projecting some small space, 
By way of shelter from the sun and rain. 
Then rode he through the streets with all his train, 
And with a blast of trumpets loud and long, 
Made proclamation, that whenever wrong 
Was done to any man, he should but ring 
The great bell in the square, and he, 

The King, would decide thereon. ' 

* * * * 

A knight said : ** What is the use or need 
To keep at my own cost this lazy steed ? 
Let him go feed upon the public ways ; 

I want him only for the holidays." 

* * * * 

The King then said : ''As this steed 

Served you in youth, henceforth you shall take heed 

To comfort his old age, and to provide 

Shelter in stall, and food and field beside.'' 

'—Longfellow, 
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THE LEAVES. 
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How pretty the leaves were ! 

One wore a yellow dress. 

One wore a brown dress. 

The very little one had a red dress. 

The leaves were not happy. 

I will tell you why. 
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" You are getting tired," said the old tree. 

" Little red is very tired. 

It is time for you to go to bed." 

The leaves did not want to go to bed. 

This is what they said : 

" We do not want to go to bed. 

Let us stay a little longer. 

It is such a sunny day. 

We want to play. 

Dear father Tree, please let us stay." 

So the tree let them stay. 

They were very happy. 

They danced in the sunshine. 

The wind helped them dance. 

"Perhaps the tree will forget," said they. 

" Perhaps he will let us stay till Spring. 

Don't say anything to him. 
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Just keep on play- 
ing. 

Perhaps he will 
let us stay till 
Spring." 

The old tree heard 
what they said. 

He smiled at the 
little leaves. 

He shook his head. 

All the leaves dropped from the tree. 

They flew down to the ground. 

The snow spread a blanket over them. 

"Good-night, little leaves," said the tree. 

" Good-night," said all the leaves. 

Soon they were all fast asleep. 
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HOW THE LEAVES CAME DOWN. 

Ill tell you how the leaves came down. 

The great tree to his children said, 

'' You're getting sleepy, Yellow and Brown. — 

Yes, very sleepy, little Red ; 

It is quite time you went to bed.'' 

" Ah! " begged each silly, pouting leaf, 
'* Let us a little longer stay ; 
Dear Father Tree, behold our grief, 
'Tis such a very pleasant day, 
We do not want to go away." 

" Come, children, all to bed," he cried ; 
And ere the leaves could urge their prayer 
He shook his head, and far and wide, 
Fluttering and rustling everywhere, 
Down sped the leaflets through the air. 

I saw them ; on the ground they lay, 
Golden and red, a huddled swarm. 
Waiting till one from far away, 
White bedclothes heaped upon her arm, 
Should come to wrap them safe and warm. 

— Susan Coolidge, 

Copyright by Roberts Bros. 
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THE BIRD S CHRISTMAS. 




Norway is a land far away. 
Grain grows in Norway. 
Bread is made from the grain. 
Sometimes they do not gather all the 

grain. 
A few stalks are left in the field. 
The children run out to the field. 
They gather all the stalks that are left. 
They put them away till Christmas. 
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It is very cold at Christmas time. 
The ground is covered with snow. 
The birds cannot find much to eat. 
On Christmas morning the children get 

the grain. 
Sometimes they put it on the roof. 
Sometimes they hang it over the door. 
Then the birds come. 
They come from the north and the south. 
They come from the east and the west. 
They are glad to have the grain. 
It is their Christmas present. 
It is their Christmas dinner, too. 
The birds sing to the children. 
That is the way they say thank you. 
That is the way they show their happi-: 

ness. 
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"And which are the happiest, truly, 
It would be hard to tell ; 
The sparrows who share in the Christ- 
mas cheer. 
Or the children who love them well?" 
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THE SPARROWS. 

Through all the land the children 

In the golden fields remain, 

Till their busy little hands have gleaned 

A generous sheaf of grain. 

All the stalks, by the reapers forgotten, 

They glean to the very least, 

And save till the cold December, 

For the sparrows' Christmas feast. 

Of a sudden, the day before Christmas, 

The twittering crowds arrive. 

And the bitter wintry air at once, 

With their chirping, is all alive. 

On the joyous Christmas morning, 

In front of every door, 

A tall pole, crowned with clustering grain, 

Is set the birds before. 

And which are the happiest, truly, 

It would be hard to tell ; 

The sparrows who share in the Christmas cheer. 

Or the children who love them well. 

— Celia Thojxter, 
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^' WHILE SHEPHERDS WATCHED/^ * 

Like small curled feathers, white and soft, 

The little clouds went by, 

Across the moon, and past the stars, 

And down the western sky ; 

In upland pastures, where the grass 

With frosted dew was white. 

Like snowy clouds the young sheep lay, 

That first, best Christmas night. 

The shepherds slept, and glimmering faint, 

With twist of thin blue smoke. 

Only their fire's crackling flames 

The tender silence broke — 

Save when a young lamb raised his head. 

Or, when the night wind blew, 

A nestling bird would softly stir, 

Where dusky olives grew. 

With finger on her solemn lip, 
Night hushed the shadowy earth, 
And only stars and angels saw 
The little Saviour's birth : 




WHILE SHEPHERDS WATCHED. 



107 



108 STORIES PROM THE POETS. 

Then came such flash of silver light 
Across the bending skies, 
The wondering shepherds woke and hid 
Their frightened, dazzled eyes ! 

And all their gentle, sleepy flock 

Looked up, then slept again, 

Nor knew the light that dimmed the stars 

Brought endless Peace to men. 

Nor even heard the gracious words 

That down the ages ring — 

*' The Christ is born ! the Lord has come 

Good-will on earth to bring. ^' 

Then o'er the moonlit, misty fields, 

Dumb with'the world's great joy. 

The shepherds sought the white-walled town, 

Where lay the baby boy." 

And oh, the gladness of the world. 

The glory of the skies. 

Because the longed-for Christ looked up 

In Mary's happy eyes. 

— Margaret Deland, 

* By special permission of Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 



INDIANS MS PIONEERS. 

EARLIEST DAYS IN AMERICA. 



AN HISTORICAL READER FOR THE YOUNG. 

(NEW) 

BY 

BLANCHE E. HAZARD, 

Teacher in High School^ Concord, Mass, 

EDITED BY 

SAMUEL T. DUTTON. 

Supt, of Schools, Brookline, Mass, 



/Dalllna price, ^ * Clotb, 72 Cents^ 



Accurate history in very attractive, narrative form for young 
people, covering prehistoric, glacial, and stone ages, in a manner 
almost as interesting as a romance. 

It also covers the historic features of the early colonial or 
pioneer days. 

The dry subject of the early history of our country becomes 
animated with life under the author's fresh treatment. 

The authentic illustrations, and the great number of them, 
add greatly to the interest of the historical narrative. Altogether, 
it is one of the most attractive historical text-books within the 
reach of progressive schools. 



LIBERAL DISCOUNT TO SCHOOLS. 



THE MORSE COMPANY...PUBLISHERS, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AYE., NEW YORK. 

Cliicago mm\ \s>:) uiul 1^)7 Wabnsli Ave, ]5oston Office; 30 JJrowfield St, 



HISTORICAL READER. 

THE STOBY OF THE INDIANS OF NEW ENGLAND. 
By alma holm an burton/ 



A PIONEER BOOK. COVERS AN UNBEATEN TRACK. 

WITH i6 FULL-PAGE AUTHENTIC ILLUSTRATIONS. 

i2mo, Clotb, 6 J Cents. Liberal Discount to Schools. 

In a History of the United States, the fate of the Indians is only an 
incident in the settlement of the country. 

The theme of the historian is the white man ; and so marvellous is 
the national drama, so dazzling are the achievements of the Puritan and 
Cavalier, that the Red Man has little more space in our annals than the 
primeval forest which once covered the continent. 

The author has treated the subject of the Indians historically. A few 
chapters have been devoted to the early Colonial life, because the growth 
and development of the Puritan marks the decline and exile of the 
Algonquins. 

For the study, in an attractive form, of the annals of the once proud 
race whose broken fragments still linger in the rays of the setting sun, 
this book seems eminently fitted, with its choice language, as a Supple- 
mentary Reader for the middle grades in all of our public schools. 



TESTIMONIALS. 



A. S. Draper, President University of Illinois. — ** It is a fascinating contribu- 
tion to New England literature, upon a subject which is admirably adapted for 
school work." 

Wm. T. Harris, Commissioner, Bureau of Education, Washington, D. C— 
" This is a most valuable book for school work on the subject of the Indians and 
Colonial times.*' 



THE MORSE COMPANY...PUBLISHERS, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 
Chicago Office: 195 and 197 Wabash Ave. Boston Office; 36 Bromfield St. 



THE PHONETIC READEEt 

By CHARLES W. DEANE, PH. D., 

SUPT. OP SCHOOLS, BRroCBPORT, CONN. 



EASY AND RAPID METHOD FOR TEACHING READING. 

HIGH-ART ILLUSTRATIONS, CHOICE LITERATURE. 

RESULTS FROM USE COMMEND THIS BOOK. 
Mailing Price 40 Cents. Liberal Discount to Schools, 

Orville T. Bright, Supt. Schools, Cook Co., Illv — *' I wish to say that I think 
the hook a genuine contribution to the teaching of little children. I am delighted 
with it. You have done what nobody else has — placed the subject of phonics in 
its proper relation to the literature that should enter into a first reader. In other 
words, whoever reads this book through will have uppermost in his mind, as it 
should be, the reading lessons, that is the substance of the lessons, not the man- 
ner of presenting them. I believe you have handled the subject of phonics better 
than anybody else in cold print. The best part of it all is, as I have indicated, 
that it is subordinate. As a teacher of long experience, and a man whose whole 
interest in life is connected with schools, I wish to thank you for having written 
the book." 

W. A. McCord, County Supt., Polk Co., Des Moines., la. — "I find that 
Deane's * Phonetic Reader' meets my ideas to a dot." 

The editor of one of the large educational companies writes: *' 'The Phonetic 
Reader' is the best thing of its kind yet published. Mr. Deane has surely used 
the best there is in all other systems, and in the word and sentence method." 

Cyrus Boger, Supt. Schools, Lebanon, Pa. — "In Deane's ' Phonetic Reader* 
the truth that the child must first learn to read before it can read to learn, is fully 
recognized. The method is most excellent, and the reproductions from great 
artists emphasize the fact that a child's book ought to contain the best in art as 
well as in literature." 

H. £. Bennett, Principal, Femandina, Fla. — "Your primary books are the 
finest I have ever seen. Much credit is due you for putting such works of art in 
the hands of children. Our primary teachers are delighted with them, especially 
Deane's * Phonetic Reader.' " 

Lewis £. Funnell, Prin. Stamford Public Schools, Stamford, Conn. — '* I am 
very much pleased with Deane's 'Phonetic Reader.' Its plan is in perfect har- 
mony with the correct ideas of teaching reading." 

Chas. Eldred Shelton, Supt. City Schools, Burlington, la. — " This is an exceU 
lent piece of text-book work. A gem in its line." 

Chas. Emerson, County Supt., Creston, la. — "It is the best of it' 'dod I 
ever saw." 

THE MORSE C0MPANY...PUBLISHER8, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 

Chicago Office: 195 and 197 Wabash Ave. Boston Office: 36 Bromfield St, 



MORSE SPELLER. 

By SAMUEL T. DUTTON, 

SUPSRINTBNDBNT OP SCHOOLS,' BROOKUNB, MASS. 



A NATURAL, INTERESTING AND ECONOMICAL METHOD OF 
TEACHING WORDS. 

THE CORRELATION OF SPELLING WITH GEOGRAPHY, HISTORY, 
SCIENCE AND LITERATURE. 

Mailing Price, Complete, )o Cents. Liberal Discount to Schools, 
Part /, 75 Cents; Part II, 20 Cents. 

Dr. C. H. Levcrmore, Pres. Adelphi College, Brooklyn, N. Y. — *' I am much 
impressed with the plan of the * Morse Speller.' It seems to me that the principle 
of basing spelling work on the lessons in geography, history and science, is the 
right one. In general, I think that this book has a more sensible plan than that 
of any other spelling book I know." 

W. F. Gordy, Supervising Prin. Public Schools, Hartford, Conn. — " The 
* Morse Speller' is almost an ideal book. Its plan is in every way sensible and 
practical, and its intelligent use must lead to the best results in the school-room." 

W. E. Bates, Supt. Schools, Fall River, Mass.— "The 'Morse Speller* i- an 
excellent book. Dictation ought to be the principal feature of instruction in 
spelling, and in this book it is made so." 

Eva D. Kellogg, Editor "Priniary Education," Evanston, 111. — '*I like the 
-Morse Speller/ and am going to advise the readers of ' Primary Education' to 
buy it." 

J. A. Shawan, Supt. Schools, Columbus, Ohio. — " It was supposed that great 
progress had been made when oral spelling gave place to written. The * Morse 
Speller' carries the idea further in emphasizing the spelling of words in their 
proper relation to other words in sentences. The excellent exercises for dictation 
will prove valuable drills in the proper forms of written language. The introduc- 
tion of words at the proper time which have a bearing upon other subjects under 
consideration, has been admirably managed. I congratulate you on the work, 
and wish you success." 

Mark Pitman, Prin. Choate School, Wallingford, Conn — •* I like the 'Morse 
Speller' so much that I shall adopt it for use in my school. In compiling, the 
author has so thoroughly eliminated technical words seldom used, that nothing is 
left which the pupil in our grammar schools can afford to omit, while the princi- 
ples of correlation and association of ideas are more fully carried out than in any 
other speller that I am acquainted with. It is certainly an up-to-date book." 



THE MORSE COMPANY...PUBLISHERS, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 

Chicago Office: W) and 197 Wabash Ave, Boston Office; 36 Bromfield St, 



NATURR'S BYWAYS. 

By NELLIE VALTON FORD* 
Natural Science for Primary Pupils^ beautifully illustrated by repro- 
ductions from Great Artists; Literature^ a Juvenile Poem* 

Mailing^ Price, 40c. Liberal Discount to Schools. 

B. M. Fhelan, Prin. St. Paul Teachers'.Training School.— Please send enclos6d order 
for " Nature's Byways " for use in first grade. We have wanted a book of this kind for use in 
connection with our nature study, and I am glad you have succeeded in putting Miss Ford's 
lessons in so attractive a form. 

Prof. M. y. O'Shea, School of Pedagogy, University of Buffalo, N. Y.— I am par- 
ticularly pleased with " Nature's Byways." I have no hesitation in saying that it appears to 
be a deligntful book, and most happily adapted for beginners in reading. The selections seenk 
well chosen and admirably arranged. The book emphasizes the thought side in reading, and 
minimizes the attention which is given to purely formal drills upon words. The illustrations 
are especially to be praised. I feel certain that you have produced a culture book for children. 
MechanicaUy it ia perfect. 

Bichard C. Boone, Prin. Michigan State Normal School, Ypsilanti, Mich.— I have 
examined " Nature's Byways " with great satisfaction. Among all books on natural science 
for children, especially for the younger children, this seems to me one of the sanest and most 

Fractical. It is admirable in its subject matter and not less satisfactory in its arrangement, 
congratulate you and the author upon so great success in presenting the natural sciences 
to children. 

Mary F. Hall, Primary Supervisor, Public Schools, Milwaukee, Wis.— Of all the 
books I have seen that are based on the idea of relating the early reading lessons to the les- 
sons on nature objects, *' Nature's Byways " seems the most widely useful to all teachers, 
both in its selection and treatment of matter. The high art illustrations, as well as its gen- 
eral artistic features, make the book one of unu8ual merit. 

Bev. A. £. Winship, Editor ** Journal of Education."— This charmingly illustrated 
book is admirably adapted to interiest young children in natural science. It is, in a sense, a 
graded reader, stimulating to nature study. The language chosen is almost classical in .its 

Eurity and simplicity. Each lesson becomes a model for the young pupil to follow in writmg 
is own description of leaves, flowers, fruits, animals and things in nature. The reproduc- 
tions of the great artists are so accurately described in the text, as to become real lessons in 
art. 

AnnaM. Nolte, Kindergartner, Hardy School, Duluth, Minn.— I heartily recommend 
" Nature's Byways " for its simplicity, its artistic nature, and clear, positive style of ex- 
pressing thought, helping the child to understand nature aright. 

Mary Louise Eastman, Prin. Primary Dept., State Normal School, Cortland, N. Y. 
—We endorse " Nature's Byways " most heartily, and, as proof, we have ordered a number of 
copies. 

Marietta Mathews, Primary Dept., Public Schools, Worcester, Mass.— The beau- 
tiful book, " Nature's Byways," received. All the teachers think it charming. 

Marietta L. Pierce, Prin. Primary Dept., Normal School, Mankato, Minn.— I am 
exceedingly well pleased with " Nature's B.yways." It is a gem as to style, and the sentences, 
in my judgment, are particularly well adapted to first grade work. I am delighted with the 
illustrations, especially the reproduction from great artists. I believe the book will be of 
great value in any primary school. We shall use it in our school. 

Adopted in New York City, Brooklyn, Newark, Jersey City, Buffalo,' 
Philadelphia, Boston, Chicago, Etc. 

The Universal Verdict is that " Nature's Byways " is the ^est 
Natural Science Reader in print. 



MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
Chicago Office: 195 and 197 W«|.bash Ave. Boston Office: 36 Bromfield St. 






FAIRY TALE AND FABLE 

BY 

JOHN G. THOMPSON, THOS. E. THOMPSON, 

PRIN. STATE NORMAL SCHOOL, FITCHBURG, MASS. SUPERINTENDENT SCHOOLS, LEOMINSTER, MASS. 



THE PIONEER BOO K OP HIGH ABT IN P RIMARY READING. 

Illustrated with Reproductions from Great Artists — Landseer, Rosa 
Bonheur, Von Bremen, Troyon, and others. 

Mailing Price 40 Cents, Liberal Discount to Schools. 

Rev. A. E. Winship/ Editor "Journal of Education," Boston. — ** This is one 
of the great first readers, of which two or three others have appeared this year, 
none of which is better than this. It is certainly clear that the first readers will 
be on a new line hereafter. The editor knows this book in use, and delights to 
testify to its working qualities. The masterpieces of art have never before appeared 
in any first reader. There are seventeen full-page reproductions of the most ap- 
propriate works of the great masters. On the first page are given 200 words with 
which the children are supposed to have been made familiar through blackboard 
work before taking the book." 

F. Lilian Taylor, Prin. Training School, Galesburg, 111. — ** I think * Fairy Tale 
and Fable' an excellent book, and propose very soon to send an order." 

E. G. Ward, Ass't Supt. of Instruction, Brookl3m, N. Y., Public Schools. — 
•* A most exquisite book in every respect." 

Sarah L. Arnold, Supervisor of Schools, Boston, Mass. — " I am delighted with 
'' Fairy Tale and Fable.' I hope the book wiM have the wide sale it deserves." 

Dr C. H. Levermore, Pres. Adelphi College, Brooklyn, N. Y. — ''We have 
examined carefully ' Fairy Tale and Fable,' and all endorse it most heartily. We 
shall order it soon." 

Gratia L. Rice, Supervisor of Drawing, Buffalo Schools'. — ''It is my idea of 
an artistic school-book. May success attend it." 

C. N. Kendall, Supt. Schools, New Haven, Conn. — "Our Board, at its last 
meeting, put on our list ' Fairy Tale and Fable* by Thompson. We shall want a 
number of this book during the year." 

Karl Mathie, Supt. Schools, Wausau, Wis. — " Send us forty more of your 
* incomparable * ' Fairy Tale and Fable.' " 

Adopted and in general use in New York City, Boston, Mass., B 'ook- 
lyn, N. Y., Newark, N. J., Philadelphia, Pa., Denver, Col.. Jersev City, 
N. J., New Haven, Conn., Worcester, Mass., Cook County, 111., Moigan- 
town, N. C, Dallas, Tex., Bridgeport, Conn., Wausau, Wis., Waukegan. 
111., Sioux City, la., and in hundreds of other places. 



THE MORSE COMPANY...PUBLISHERS, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 
Chicago Office: 195 and 197 Wabash Ave. Boston Office: 36 Bromfield St, 



CEographi caL series. 

AROUND THE WORLD. 

FIRST BOOK, PRIMARY. 

FOR FIRST AND SECOND GRADES, 
BY 

S. W. CARROLL and C. F. CARROLL, 

SuPT. OF Schools. Worcester, Mass. 

A Sociological Reader, carefully graded, on Eskimos, Indians, Arabs, Dutch, 
Chinese and Japanese. The human phases of life of unique people, their customs 
and habits, presented for child study. Profusely and beautifully illustrated from 
artistic sketches and photographs from life in foreign lands. Three higher 
graded books to complete the series. Mailing price, 40 cents. 

H. S. Tarbell, Superintendent oJ SchoolB, Providence, E. I.— I have read with care your 
Geographical Reader, " Around the World." You have succeeded admirably in your pur- 
pose, and have a remarkably interesting and instructive reader for lower grades. 

Gertrude Edmund, Principal Training School, Lowell, Mass.— Your Geographical Reader, 
" Around the World," is just what we have long wanted. It is a gem. 

W. F. Oerdy, Principal, Hartford, Conn.— I like *• Around the World " very much. I predict 
for it extensive use. It is certainly worthy of it. 

Superintendent I. Freeman Hall, North Adams, Mass.— I have examined '* Around the 
World," and heartily recommend it on account of its literary excellence, its logical pres- 
entation of facts, and its philosophical arrangement of subject-matter. 

Superintendent F. £. McFee, Woonsocket, B. I.— I am very much pleased with it. It is a 
delightful httle book for first and second grade pupils, and I do not see how it could be 
improved. 

Superintendent TT. 0. Wheeler, W. Springfield, Mass.— I have examined with pleasure the 
copy of " Around the World," recently sent me. It is just the book we have been looking 
for. 

J. A. Graves, Principal South School, Hartford, Conn.— Carroll's " Around the World " has 
been examined by my best primary teachers, and their verdict agrees entirely with my 
own, that the book is an admirable one, both in style and subject-matter. Our first 
primary teachers have never been able to find this material in shape suitable for their 
use, and have had to prepare it. This book presents the necessary material in very 
attractive and usable form. 

IN USE IN OVER FOUR HUNDRED SCHOOLS 
WITHIN SIX MONTHS OF PUBLICATION. 



THE MOESE OOMPAISrT...PUBLISHEES, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 

BOSTON : 36 BROMFIELD STREET. CHICAGO : 1 95 WABASH AVE. 



GEOGR/IPHIC/IL SERIES. 



AROUND THE WORLD, 

SECOND BOOK, ^^'^r^^T^^S 



FOURTH GT{ADES. 



(NEW) 



By S. W. CARROLL and C. F. CARROLL, 

SuPT. OF Schools, Worcbster, Mass. 



TWO HIGHER GRADE BOOKS TO FOLLOW. 



A SOCIOLOGICAL TREATMENT OF THE PEOPLE OF 

ALASKA, MEXICO, NORWAY, SWEDEN 

AND SWITZERLAND. 



It follows the general plan of the First Book, and is most attractive 
and useful for elementary study of Geography. 

The profuse illustrations are full of valuable information. This 
Second Book ought to be even more popular than the First Book, which 
is in dernand everywhere. 

Two higher grade books in preparation to complete this series. 

MAILING PRICE ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 50 CENTS. 

LIBERAL DISCOUNT TO SCHOOLS. 

Get Our lUtistrated Catalog of Best Modem Books. 



THE MOESE OOMPAI^Y...PUBLISHEES, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 

BOSTON : 36 BROMFIELD STREET. CHICAGO : I95 WABASH AVE. 



Easy Experiments in Physics. 



By PRESTON SMITH, 

STATE NORMAL SCHOOL, FITCHBURG, MASS. 



The Work of a Practical Instructor. Original in arrangement. Simple 
in Method. A Book for Solid Foundation Work. 

Simple and inexpensive apparatus required for each experiment, easily 
obtainable everywhere. 

(Mailing Trice $o Cmts. Liberal Discount to Schools, 

nT? A T^ The Opinion of Mr. Joseph Q. Brown, Prof, of Physics and 
IvJD/VLy Chemistry, Illinois State Normal University, on "EASY EX- 
PERIMENTS IN PHYSICS." 

Dear Sirs: — Preston Smith's little book, "Easy Experiments in Physics," 
has come into my hands. I want to say that it is by far the most complete and 
best thing of its kind that I have seen. It embraces just the right kind of work 
and a suitable amount of it for intermediate and grammar grades. The work which 
we do in our Practice School is almost identical with the material of this book. I 
am very glad to note its appearance, and feel sure that it will meet with success 
wherever it is given a fair trial. 



A NATURE CALENDAR. 



BY THOS. E. THOMPSON, 

S17PT. SCHOOLS, LEOMINSTER, MASS. 



Indispensable Memorandum-book for students of Botany, Ornithology 
and Nature. English and Scientific names of Flowers, Trees, Bh-ds, etc., 
with space for data covering four years. Order in February. 

(Mailing Price s6 Cents, Liberal Discount to Schools, 

Letitia M. Booth, Institute for the Deaf, Rome, N. Y.— " I like Thompson's 
* Nature Calendar * very much. It is one of the neatest things of its kind I have 
ever seen. Being handsomely bound in cloth, it makes a valuable Log Book of 
Nature." 

THE MORSE COMPANT...PUBLISHERS, 

MAIN OFFICE: 96 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 
Chicago Office; 195 and 197 Wabash Av3. BosioR Office: 36 Bromfield St. 



NEW CENTURY DEVELOPMENT MAPS. 



Designed by H. A. MACGOWAN, 



AN ENTIRELY NEW AS WELL AS ELABORATE SERIES OF MAPS 

IN OUTLINE. 



For use in Elementary and Secondary Schools for representing the in- 
numerable features that may be expressed graphically of Physical, Political, 
Mathematical and Descriptive Geography, History, Meteorology, Geology and 
Statistics. 

PRONOUNCED BY PRACTICAL EDUCATORS 
TO BE THE BEST AND MOST ECONOMICAL. 





READY. 


MAILING 


PRICE. 


North America, 




Single Map, 


40 


Cents 


per 


Block. 


South America, 




Single Map, 


40 




i< 




Europe, 




Double Map, 


40 




<< 




Asia, 




Double Map, 


40 
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Africa, 




Single Map, 


40 




<< 




United States, 




Double Map, 


40 




It 




Middle Atlantic States, 




Single Map, 


40 




tt 




The World on the Mercator Projection, 


Single Map, 


40 




** 




British Isles, 




Single Map, 


40 




(< 




Mediterranean Countries, 




Double Map, 


40 




i( 




New England, 




Single Map, 


40 




(( 




Central States (eastern section), 




Single Map, 


40 




" 




Southern States (eastern section), 




Single Map, 


40 
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Pacific States (northern section), 




Single Map, 


40 




tt 




Australia, 




Double Map, 


40 




*' 




Greece, 




Double Map, 


40 




i\ 


•• 


MANY OTHERS IN PREPARATION. 


.«-> «T 


^a/.V.« 


-e* r 


*r\11<»arA 



New York City. "The series of outline maps published by The Morse Company 

are a very valuable addition to the mechanical outfit for teaching the geographical 
distribution of peoples, climate, physical features, products, etc. The maps are 
printed on good paper, of a size to be readily inserted in note books, and are put 
up in blocks of fifty, each selling at forty cents a block. They are cheap, clear 
and convenient, and are far better than any other outline maps, raised or plain, 
thus far examined." 

THE MORSE COMPANT...PUBLISHERS, 

MAIN OFFICES 96 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 
Chicago Office: 195 and 197 Wabash Ave. Boston Office: 36 Bromfield St. 



New Century Copy-Books. 

INTERMEDIAL SYSTEM PENMANSHIP. COMMON-SENSE METHOD. 
ON THE NATURAL SLANT OF 75 DEGREES. 

DlSrmCTlVB PBATURBS: 

t. The Intermedial Slant. 4. Facility of Execution. 

2. Round Hand and Minimum Shade. 5. Pictures, Illustrating Copies. 

3. Maximum jf Legibility combined with 6. Significant Copy Sentences. 

Grace and Beauty of Script forms. 



WHAT EDUCATORS SA Y: 

6. 71. BOOID, Fh. Bm 19I1I»MSC Wtf) School, n(«l{M«l.€omi.— "It gives me much 
pleasure to endorse vour system of penmanship. It has lone been my private opinion 
that the vertical writing would not satisfy business demands, and tnat a comprom- 
ise must be effected. I Delieve that you have solved the problem." 

3. nt JMMm, UadKr of FemMMWp, Oi4e«, ttlall.— " Your system of copy-books is 
the ' happy medium * between the two extremes, and when taught from first grade 
tu liigh scnool will, in my opinion, be a great improvement on any system yet pro- 
duced.'' 

aia T. fieffrOM, U^mHW VtnuaaHl^, tttiea. IL y.— "I am much pleased with all the 
boolcs. I feel sure the system will be a great help in securing better results in writing.'^ 

CyWM D. S«itb» SiPCrvifOr FemMmWV, fiartforO, Comu— " Your Ck>py-Books, which 
we have been using in all our classes, give great satisfaction. Every teacher is loud 
ill praise of the stjrle of the writmg and the character of the matter for practice. I 
iiave never seen pupils so carried away with new copy-boolcs in all my teaching." 

WHAT BUSINESS MEN SAY: 

OP. €. Uoitamb mro. empws, tsmiua, % £. ftrkHimd, Cita$.» BrooMvv* IL V.-" An 
examination of the penmanship of correspondence, etc., sent to this house, shows 
that most of it is on a 75 degree slant." 

toHdOM ai4 Ca«ca$Wr( Tire Twiravct eo., IL y. City, T. €. SInhv. iMcy Sivt.— *We 

beg to say that we find the majority of our staff write at an angle between 70 and 80 
degrees." 

V9m. n. Hrcwer, fcmtarVf 6crMM-llMnlcMi Twini»cf €o.. new york.— **We beg to 
say that a large number of our force write at an angle of 75 degrees, very few, in* 
deed, exceeding the 80 or less than the 70. We find that the vertical writers are 
quite slow." 

PBR DOZ. 

Illustrated Writing Primer $0.73 

Short Course, Nos. i-a-3-4 7a 

Regular Course, Nos. i-a-3-4 -5-6-7-8 • • .96 

Liberal Discount to Schools, 



THE IDEAL SYSTEM OF WRITING FOR AMERICAN SCHOOLS. 

THE MORSE COMPANY...PUBLISHERS, 

MAIN OFFICE I 96 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. 

Chicago Office: 196 and 197 Wabash Ave. Boston Office; 36 Bromfield St 



iW CEITURY BOSY WORK. 

TKIlbat tbe primary? tTeacbere 
•fcavc Been !lLooMng Jfor. 




d-at44.€4,'ie 



squirrels 




squirrels 



Entirely New, Entertaining and 
I nstructi ve. 



The Best Modern Books 



STANDARD SCHOOIi AliGERRA. By Gko. E. Atwood. Purely inductive method. Many 
unbiased expert teachers call it the Best School Algebra in print. Mailing price, tJ.SO. 

EXERCr8El$ IN AI^GEBRA. By Oso. E. Atwood. Contains the first 20S pages of the Standard 
School Algebra, including simultaneous quadratic equations. Profuse in examples. Mailing price, 80 cents. 

STANDARD SCHOOL PII YSIOT.OGY. By R. B. Sicith, M.D., and E. C. Willabd. Supt.. 
Stamford, Conn. "A Model Book. It embodies the best features of the best modern books on mis 
subject.*' Endorsed by Physicians, Educators and Temperance Leagues. Mailing ^rice, tLOO. 

EASY EXPERIMENTS IN PHYSICS. By Prmtoh Smith, State Normal School, Fltchburg, 
Mass. Original in Arrangement. Simple in method. Mailing price, 60 cents. 

GEOGRAPHICAIi SERIES, AROUND THE WORTiD. First Book, Primary. By S. W. 
Cabboll and C. F Cahboll. Supt. of Schools, Worcester, Mass. Graded Sociological Reader on Unique 
People of the World. Illustratea. Mailing pnce, 40 cents. Three higher graded books to follow. 

AROUND THE WO RliD, Second Book, pame Authors. For 3d and 4th grades. Follows the same 
general plan as the First Book. Fully illustrated. Mailing price, 60 cents. 

HISTORICAL SERIES. INDIANS AND PIONEERS. EARLIEST DAYS IN 
AMERICA. By Saicfbl T. DurroN. Supt. of Schools, Brookline, Mass. Pre-historic and Colonial 
Times. Authentic illustrations. Three other books to complete this series. Mailing price, 72 cents. 

COLONIES. Second Book, same Author. Accurate and Authentic History to the Revolution. Subject 
of the plantations and early settlements, as interesting as a romance. Fully illustrated. Mailing price, 
cloth, 80 cents. 

THE STORY OF THE INDIANS OF NEW ENGLAND. By Alica Holmaw Bubtok. 
Authentic illustrations. Covers an unbeaten track. FuU of accurate information of Colonial days. 
Mailing price, 87 cents. 

RETITAL OF ENGLISH POETRY IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Edited 
by E. M. Bfckhtohax. A-B. (Kadcliffe). Selections from Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley, Keats and 
Byron. Plates of the Poets with fac-simile of handwriting. Table of Dates and valuable Bibliography. 
Mailing price, 80 cents. 

PHONETIC READER. By Chah. W. Dbakb, Ph.D. Easy and Rapid Method for Teaching Reading. 
High Art Illustrations. Choice Literature. Results from use commend this book. Mailing price, 40 cents. 

THOMPSON'S FAIRY TALE AND FABLE. A Pioneer Book of High Art in Primary 
Reading. Reproductions from Great Artists. Mailing price, 40 cents. 

NATURE'S BYWAYS, By Nkllib Waltow Fobd. Natural Science for Primary Pupils. Repro- 
ductions from Great Artists; Literature, a Juvenile Poem. Mailing price, 40 cents. 

MORSE SPELLER. By Saxitkl T. Ditttgn, Supt. of Schools, Brookline, Mass. An Ideal Modern 
Speller. Correlation of Spelling with History, Geography, Science, etc. Suited for eight grades. Mailing 
price, cloth, SO cents. Also In Two Parts. 

8PRACHE UND f^^ESPRACH, GERMAN READER. By J. P. Lombbbo and Prof. C 
F. Kolbb, Buchtel College. Primer, First and Second Reader, on the natural method. Hlustrated. 
Mailing price, $1.00. 

GEMS OF GERMAN LITERATURE. A choice selection of German Ver8<^ from best authors, in 
German, fur practical school worR. Mailing price, 40 cents. 

HISTORICAL OUTLINES AND CIVIL GOVERNMENT. Bv Supt. F. G. Cbokbb. 
Invaluable Reference Bbok for Teachers and Students in the Study of History. Mailing price, 60 cents. 

A NATURE CALENDAR. By Thokas E. Thoxpbok. Indispensable Memorandum-book for Stu- 
dents of Botany and Nature. Enellsh and Scientific names of Flowers, Trees, Birds, etc., with space for 
entering data for four years. Mailing price, 86 cents. 

NEW CENTURY DEVELOPMENT MAPS. Best in use. Price one-half that of Inferior outline 
maps. Utility greater. In blocks of fifty outline maps. Two sizes. Mailing price, 40 cents per block 
60 maps. 

NEW CENTURY SERIES COPY BOOKS. Intermedial System. Method represents average 
of business-house, round-hand, upright writing. Ideal System. Short course, 72 cents per dozen. Regular 
course, 96 cents per dozen. 

NEW CENTURY BUSY WORK. What the Primary Teachers Have Been Looking For. Entirely 
Dew. Seventeen distinct different sets in boxes. High Art Illustrations. Mailing prices, 16c., 90c., 36c. 
each set. 



Many Other Choice Books in Preparation. LUferai Discount to Schoois 
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